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A SHINER TALE 


Way down in Alabama the mountain folks of 
Coosa county don’t see why they can’t raise a 
“patch o’ com” and make it into whiskey if they 
want to. Clay county folks also feel exactly the 
same way, and the Coosa river runs right be- 
tween these two counties. 

Now Dan Buckner’s island, the scene of this 
tale, lies directly in the middle of the Coosa, and 
you Eee the consequences are net likely to be very 
p’easant for a revenue officer if he is caught 
alone on this island at night by a gang of law- 
less moonshiners. 

But orders were orders, so I tied my boat to 
a willow and, shouldering the luggage, followed 
my dog up the well worn trail to the destroyed 
still. It was lonesome and deserted - looking 
after our het fight of the morning. Six of us 
revenue officers had surprised and captured the 
place along with one dead “shiner,” seven half- 
dead ones, and forty barrels of lightning, so now 
I had been sent back alone to guard it all night. 
Dick had orders to come with me, but I had been 
unable to find him in town. 

The island was about three blocks long and 
one wide, the still being situated in a hollow at 
the upper end on a clear little spring branch that 
bubbled from among the gnarled roots of a giant 
chestnut. The trail led on past the still to an 
old house some forty yards above, and here I 
decided to spend the night. 

The windows had all been -shattered by bullets, 
for here the last stand was made. Inside, the 
walls and floors were smeared with blood. In the 
dining room there was a great pool on the long 
table, where we had found the dead man. I de- 
cided the front porch was good enough for me, 
so I unfolded my cot there, placing it so I should 
have a view of the trail leading to the river. 

In the falling dusk the place had a spookish, 
haunted atmosphere. Everything lay just as it 
had been dropped when the first shot was fired 
at the still below. At one end of the porch a 
chair was tilted against the wall. On the floor 


nearby lay a cheap magazine, and a few feet 
away a cob pipe with tobacco spilling from the 
bowl. On the steps wis an old “whetrock,” and 
across it an open pocketknife. Halfway between 
the steps and the wood pile lay an armful of 
stovewood. 

The dog and I quickly built a fire of this and 
got supper going. The squirrel fried, the corn- 
bread baked, the coffee boiled; we spread our 
feast on the edge of the porch and by the com- 
bine<i light of the moon and a dirty lantern, en- 
joyed. it thoroughly. 

Then with a good meal under my belt and a 
pipe of good old Albert, all fear vanished and I 
looked forward to a fine night’s rest. And well 
I needed one, because we had paddled all the 
ni.ght before. I made a bed for the dog at the 
Sf ie »f my bunk with my coat and hunting trous- 
e.*s, and slipping on my pajamas and bidding a 
peaceful good-night to the moon and asking him 
to do the same for me to the whole blame world, 
and especially to one person, I tumbled into bed 
and, pulling the blanket up around my ears, was 
soon fast asleep. 

The moon reached its zenith and hung there. 
The clocks in the towns far away must have 
struck midnight when something wet and cold 
crossed my cheek. 

I was wide awake. The pup was uneasily lick- 
ing my face. The moon shone through a cloud 
with a pale, ghostly light. Not a leaf stirred. 
All was silent, deathly silent. In the dim light 
I could see the chair at the other end of the 
porch, the open magazine, the pipe, whetrock, 
the knife, the remains of my supper. Inside the 
house all was as silent as a damp grave. The 
trail stretched dimly from the steps down into 
the darkness where the still lay. 

I slid my hand under the cot and felt the grip 
of my rifle, cold, chilling. The pup had turned 
and was looking down the trail, ears back, every 
muscle taunt, whiping excitedly. 

“What is it, pup?” I whispered. 

No answer was needed. Sounds carry far in 
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the woods cn a quiet moonlight night. From to- 
wards the river came the faint splash of a 
paddle. 

I sat up and listened. It came again — ^“dip, 
dip, dip/’ the rhythmic stroke of a good canoe- 
man. 


Sitting there listening I suddenly realized what 
had happened. Some one was stealing my boat. 
Instead of shooting me while 1 slept, they were 
leaving me stranded on tt- .jiand and would 
ccme back later. v 

A crazing desire, half of fear, half of hope, 
seized me to fight it out now. I threw the cover 
back and sprang up, gun in hand. The pup 
jumped fnpm the porch and disappeared down 
the dim trail. Without waiting to dress, I fol- 
lowed. 

Madly down the trail I hastened with the moon- 
light filtering through the trees above. The water 
was cold, as one bare foot landed in the spring 
branch. Then, leaving the still behind, I turned 
off toward the river. The pup was out of si.a’ht 
in front. The path grew mudd^. I was neaping 
the river. 


Suddenly the roar of a shotgun followed by a 
sharp little yelp from my dog broke the mid- 
night stillness. Just the one shot and one sharp 
'ttle yelp echoing up and down the river. Tht^ 
was all. Then absolute silence reigned. 

My foot hung in a vine and I pitched sprawling 
into a dark clump of alders. Scrambling up, I 
took what I thought was the right trail and sped 
on as fast as I could run. It see.med as if I 
would never reach the river. The trail grew 
rough, rocky. Everything was strange. I start- 
ed up a hill and stopped. I was lost. 

There was nothing to do but retrace my steps. 
Sadly I started back, the rocks and briars hurt- 
ing my feet, my thin, torn pajamas offering no 
protection from the night air. I listened for the 
boat paddle, but it had stopped. They were gone 
now and my dog was dead. At last I came to 
where I had follen and took the right trail again. 
As I went I looked for the dead pup. Once I 
thought I saw him, but it was only a white chunk. 
Sadly I stepped out into the little opening around 
the boat landing. I knew what to expect. I 
would find the dog and my boat would be gone. 

I almost dropped my gun in astonishment. Two 
boats lay quietly on the moonlit surface of the 
Coosa, both tied to the same willow. 

I don’t know how long I stood there gazing in 
open-mouthed amazement, but at last it all 


dawned upon me. The ’shiners had landed and 
gone up to my camp. Here I was at midnight 
on an island in the middle of a ’shiner country, 
dressed in a pair of torn pajamas, and with a 
gang of ’shiners to fight. It was miles to head- 
quarters, and the whole country hated a “reve- 
nuer” like a snake. 

Standing there in this dazed manner the 
’shiners’ presence was brought forcibly upon me 
by another roar of the shotgun and somebody 
shouting something from the house. 

Summoning my last ounce of courage, I crept 
cautiously back up the trail. Something had to 
be done. If I gave myself up it was death, pos- 
sibly by burning. I determined to fight to the 
end and shoot myself before being captured. 
Calmly I stopped in the middle of the branch to 
cock my gun. Ready for action, I neared the 
clearing around the house. There was not a sign 
of life. Only a bright new lantern flickered 
away on the porch by the. steps. 

But I was too wise for them. I waited in the 
shadow of a tree. Soon my patience was re- 
warded. My bunk creaked and a dark form rose 
to a sitcing posture. Looking at his watch by a 
match, he yawned sleepily and lay back down. 

Now was my chance. Softly in my bare feej 
I g.ided across the clearing to the woodpi.e. Hesi- 
tating here a second, I then crept to the edge or 
the porch. Quietly, so as not to wake the man, 

I worked my way up beside the cot. He was 
asleep with one arm flung across his face. I 
raised my rlHe and drew a bead on his heart. 
Ten seconds I waited, my fTnger playing softly 
with the trigger. He slept so. soundly in the 
moonlight. Something stirred at my feet. I 
glanced down. It was a dog — my dog, alive! 

Seeing me, he jumped up, wagging his tail in 
welcome. The figure on the cot raised his head. 

I had him covered. 

He had been in the shadows, but now by the 
moonlight I saw, not a bloated ’shiner’s face, as 
I had expected, but the clean-cut, smiling fea- 
tures of a city man. 

“Dick!” I cried, hardly believing my senses, for 
’twas my friend. 

“Howdy,” he said, sitting up. “Have you turned 
’shiner that ycu run from a brother officer and 
then try to shoot him while he sleeps.” 

Needless to say, I could not explain, and Dick 
thinks to this day that I had been visiting too 
freely some secret jug o’ lightning. 
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Thomas Nowlin, 'IS-’ie, is now holding a gov- 
ernment position at Washington. D. C. ^ 

Preston Blair has joined the army of the fur 
rows-he IS on his fa^farm near nIsLuIo: 

Gordon Anderson, ’IS-'ie, is attending Cumber- 
land University whefp io <-«! • u«iuer 

law. ” taking a course of 


Joy Floral Company of Chattanooga. 

^ Merrill Stone is still with Moore & Jones cigar 


rJj"' ’1G-’17, is now holding down a 

responsible position in Madrid, N. Mex. 

befn‘'Lnef’ Vanderbilt unit, has 

wn called and leaves some time this week 

they saV) in France,' 


Fet“a, TifoV'"®’ of the 


Marshall (-‘Babe”) Plumlee is now a salesman 
at the Jcseph Frank Clothing Co. ®®'®«nian 

bih 'n ^ ''n® re-entered Vander- 

bilt University for the present year. 

John Bell Treanor has re -entered Sewanee. 

Vanderiim"*^- ‘•’e . sophomore class at 

at Vanderbilt. ® freshman class 

J. w. HIRSIG. 

pefTeV*‘l“r!’"'”'’.“°"" ‘'’® ®"i'®«n. «100 

success n ^'reeping 

BUSINESS MANAGER. 

leth[!“'Feltoes®! ’’'"‘"‘'"giving edition of the Bui- 


exchanges. 


No doubt you noticed that in the first issue of 
the Bulletin there was no Exchange department. 
This was due to the loss of the exphanges by the 
publisher, plus the fact that we have received 
eiy few papa, ,|^us far. Last year we were 
able to boast of afrery large list of exchanges, 
and we hope this year to make the list even 
larger. We earnestly desire that any school 

with us will send its first issue, so we may bt 
come acquainted as soon as possible. We shall 
be pleased to send you the Bulletin if desired. 

to?h! B®" Bulletin has been sent 

to the following schools, which are old on our 

F^P®” i" return will 

be looked forward to with great interest. 
Hume-Fogg High School, Nashville, Tenn. 
Branham-Hughes, Spring Hill, Tenn. 

University of Tennessee, Knoxville, Tenn 
Wallace University School, Nashville, Tenn. 
Saratoga High School, Saratoga Springs, N. Y 
Northampton High School, Northampton Mass' 
University of Virginia. University, Va 
University of Sewanee. Sewanee, Tenn 
Sewanee Mihtary Academy. Sewanee, Tenn. 
Hawkins School, Gallatin, Tenn 
Norwich Free Academy, Norwich, Conn 
Fitzgerald-Clark, Tullahoma, Tenn. 

-f 

wirh'’!hft"‘!r®.T ®““®“" “^knowledges 
With thanks the following exchanges: 

Orange and White, Knoxville, Tenn 
The Echo, Nashville, Tenn. ’ 

The Academy Journal, Norwich, Conn. 

The Northampton, Mass. 

^ he High School Recorder, Saratoga Springs, 

•f ♦ -f 

The High School Recorder-A new exchange. 
Glad to see you. Come again 

Th! White-Is better than ever. 

-I 
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EDITORIAL. 


The Y. M. C. A. campaign has opened with the 
task of raising $50,000,000 for the Army Y. M. 
C. A. This is a worthy purpose for which the 
Y. M. C. A. is working and should have the help 
of everybody. Simply because you have bought 
a Liberty Bond or helped conserve food, don’t 
think that you have done your full duty and 
evened up all obligations to your country. You 
should at least back up the soldiers who are fight- 
ing for you and provide them with a place for 
rest and recreation, such as the Y. M. C. A. pro- 
poses to furnish with your help. Some of us don’t 
know what a benefit and how indispensable the 
Y. M. C. A. is to the soldiers. It keeps up their 
self-respect and cleanliness of living, which tends 
to break down under the monotony of war. If 
everybody realized what a help this institution is 
to the soldiers there would be no doubt at all of 
the success of the campaign. Everybody get be- 
hind the Y. M. C. A. and do all they can for it. 
It will not only help the Y. M. C. A., but will add 
largely to your self-respect. 


Does advertising pay? We believe it does and 
would suggest that the subscribers and friends of 
the M. B. A. Bulletin take special notice of our 
advertisements. The solution of a long-felt want 
may be the result. Patronize those who are kind 
enough to help support the M. B. A. Bulletin. 


LOCALS 


The roof flew off the kitchen. 

And “Hicks” soared in the air, 

The noise was most intensive — 

As great as a county fair. ^ 

Potter lit out for the spring house. 

With the collie close on his heels — 

Both were putting “terra” 

Between them and that thunderous peal. 

I 

We thought it was old Pluto 

Causing havoc in earth’s casement. 

But ’twas only dear old Julian 
Making gasses in the basement. 

GEORGE RUSSELL. 

> 4 - 

Professor Ball (upon seeing several of Mrs. 
Ball’s chickens roosting on the back of a bench 
on the side porch): “Well, they may be stu- 
dents, but they look more like stewdents to me.” 

> 4 - ^ 

He: “I’m a self-made man.” 

She: “You knocked off work too soon.” 

4- 4- > 

Ted: “It’s a good thing there are no squirrels 
on the campus.” 

Soap: “Why?” 

Ted: “Aw, I won’t say, but just look at Curtis 
and figure it out.” 

^ ^ ^ 

Prof. Blair: “Jjjnmie, go tell Mr. Ball you 
have been disturbing this class.” 

Jimmie: “No, sir, Mr. Blair. You tell him; 
I’m an honest man.” 

-f 4- 4- 

Bugs: “What are you doing these days, Demp- 
sey?” 

Demp: “Studying to be a doctor.” 

Bugs: “How’s that?” •, 

Demp: “Cutting classes.” 

^ ^ ^ 

If I might hold that hand again. 

Clasped lovingly in mine, 

I’d little care what others sought — 

That hand I held lang syne! 

That hand! So warm it was, and soft! 

Soft! Ne’er a softer thing! 

Oh, me! I’ll hold it ne’er again — 

Ace, ten, knave, queen and king. 

— Exchange. 

4- 4- 4- 

Again has the fraternal feeling filled the hearts 
of some of our most noted and beloved students. 
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and again have they hark’ned unto the call. The 
nifty little club known as “The Kitchen K/owd- 
ers” has been organized, with Bugs, Demp, Moose 
and Fox as its charter members. The chief de- 
light of the members of this organization is to 
assemble in the kitchen at some vacant period, 
eat chocolate, and watch the peaceful movements 
of the soup as it slowly reaches its boiling point. 

> > 

Pete Baird’s pony kicked him the other day, 
so Gus held him while Pete cussed him. 

^ ^ ^ 

Potter (upon bearding a street car with front 
sign reading “West End” and side sign reading 
“Belmont”): “Say, Mr. Conductor, you’ve got a 
different sign^ in both places. How do you ex- 
pect us to know which is right?” 

Conductor: “Well, son, you know this car goes 
forward, not sideways.” 

4 “ 4 - 4 - 

Mocse: “Fox, when you order soup you should 
order two bowls.” 

Fox: “Why two?” 

Moose: “One for your shirt and one for you.” 

4 « 4 - 4 - 

Judge: “The police say that you and your wife 
had some words.” 

Prisoner: “I had some words, judge, but I 
didn’t get a chance to use them.” 

4 - 4 - 4 - 

Soap: “Dearie, I will be able to make only 
$20 a week. Do you think you can manage 
with it?” 

Thelma: “Yes, but what will you do?” 

4 - 4 -* 4 - . 

First Supporter: “Did you see the well-acted 
little drama entitled ‘Madame Nicotine in All 
Her Glory’?” 

Second Supporter: “When and wherqf was 
that?” 

First Supporter: “On M. B. A. field the after- 
noon of November third.” 

Second Supporter: “Aw-yez.”* 

4 - 4 - 4 

Wanted to Know: 

Who put the pepper in “Mike” Claiborne’s 
soup? 

Who origrinated the idea of “knucking,” Chase 
or Hirsig? 

4 4 4 

Hjfrvill had an accident the other day ?????? 

4 4 4 

The Clark and the Ewing Literary Societies 
met last week in a joint debate. This 


was the first meeting of its kind this season and 
much interest was shown on both sides. Many 
good debaters were “unearthed” from the new 
boys, which promises a successful year for both 
societies. 

4 4 4 

Sayings: 

Hirsig: “You know what you’re going to be 
the cause of my doing to you?” 

Dempsey: “I went calling last night.” 

Curtis: “Pay me that dime.” 

4 4 4 

Mr. H.: “You certainly have a bad cold.” 
Miss D.: “Oh, yes, if you were to kiss me I 
actually could not scream.” 

4 4 4 

The girl, she went up town to buy 

• A hat of color blue. 

She found no hat that pleased her eye. 

For hats of blue are few. 

As we have said,, the color blue 
Wafe one she could not buy; 

For, though she tried, and this is true. 

They had run out of dye. 

— Doc. 

4 4 4 

She went to town one rainy day 
To buy a bright new Ird; . 

* The wind it came and blew, they say. 

But just suppose it did. 

She got no cover for her dome, 

Her credit it was bad; * 

She wore the same old hat back home. 

The same old hat she had. 

— Tom Sims. 

4 4 4 




I am a little Ford, you see. 

That runs, around the park, . 

The people sit right up in me 
And ride from dawn till dark. 

I never give them cause for grief. 

And seldom give them pain; 

I run as well on gas or beef 
For I am quite insane. 

— C. P. Clark. 

4 4 4 

The boy stood on the burning deck. 

The flames around did roar. 

He got a bar of Ivory soap. 

And washed himself ashore. 

4 4 4 

Young ladies’ faults are many. 

Young men have only two — 

Everything they say. 

Everything they do. 

— Exchange. 


> \ 
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HUMOR 


pie happier and nobler, 
boy rather be?” 

Ralph thought. 
“Childs,” he answered. 


Now, which would my 


• AN EXTENSIVE TRAVELER. 

Excuse me,” said the man with side whiskers, 
as he turned to the passenger on the seat behind 
him, “but I heard you speaking of Europe a 
while ago. You have been there, I takfr ' 

“Yes, sir,” was the reply. ^ _ 

“And I am on my way tob New York to take 
a steamer to London. Were you in London?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

How much of London can I see in two days?” 

“A mile or two, I should say.” 

“A mile or two— that will do first rate,” said 
the side-whiskered man, as he took out pencil 
and note-book. “How long should you think I 
ought to stay in Paris?” 

“From eight in the morning to six in the even- 
ing, at least. In that time you can see at least 
foul' blocks of Paris.” 

‘ Thanks! Four blocks — ten hours. Good! Is 
the tomb cf the great Napoleon at Paris?” 

“Cf course not.” 

“Clad of that.- If it was I should feel obliged 
to go and see it, and it always gives me the head- 
ache to look at tombs. I am told that I ought to 
go to Rome. Anjrthing special to see in Rome’” 

“A few ruins, I believe,” replied the man who 
had been the:e.” 

“Well, I'm going to give it three w’eeks, and 
perhaps an extra day or two, and then scoot back 
here, and if my going abroad don't knock the 
other grocers in my town galley west I'll put the 
price of eggs down to ten cents a dozen and hold 
’em down till I have got to go into bankruptcy! 

Thanks, sir; I've got it all down here — Europe 

Rome— Naples— Venice— three weeks— no tombs 
—git up and dust and get back home again. 
Come into the smoker and have a nickel cigar 
with me.” 


Robinson gazed lovingly at the youngster. “Ah, 
that's my own boy,” he said. “Now, why would 
you rather be Childs?” 

“’Cause he ain't dead.” 


THE FATAL QUESTION. 

It was a Tennessee Methodist class leader who 
had before him a six months' probationer whom 
he was questioning for admission to all the priv- 
ileges of the church. 

“Well, Sambo,” said the class leader, “I hope 
you are prepared to live a Christian life in ac- 
cordance with your profession. Have you stolen 
any chickens during the last six months?” 

“No, sah! I done stole no chickens.” 

“Have you stolen any turkeys or pigs?” 

Sambo looked grieved. “No, sah!” 
lam very glad to hear this good report,” con- 
tinued the class leader, “and I trust you will con- 
tinue to live an honest, Christian life.” 

After church Sambo hurried home with his 
wife, who had overheard the catechizing. When 
they were fairly out of everybody's hearing he 
drew a long breath of relief and turned a naif 
approving glance to his better half. “Golly,” h^ 
said, in a half-cautious whisper, “ef he'd er’said 
ducks I’d be’n a lost niggah, suah.” 


BONE DRY. 

When General George Sheridan was camping 
on the lower Mississippi, his negro' boy, Harry, 
was one day asked by a friend whether the Gen- 
eral was not greatly annoyed by the mosquitoes. 
“No, sah!” said Harry, “in the evenin' Mars’ 
Georp is so 'toxicated he don’t mind the skeeter, 
and in the mornin’ the 'skeeters is so 'toxicated 
they don’t mind Mars’ George.” 


Soon after the death of Jay Gould, Robinson 
was trying to instil into his youngest the moral 
of money-getting. The little fellow sat on his 
father’s knee and listened intently. 

Now, Ralph, my boy, here are two men typ- 
ical of this generation, Gould and George W. 
Childs. The one made riches his god, and sacri- 
ficed everything, even life, to the search for 
wealth. The other won his wealth through hon- 
-oad d^eui o; saqoii siq sasn puu ‘suoi^jaaxa 9[qBjo 


Registrar of Voters^ — '‘How old are you mad- 
am?” 

Ancient Female — “I have seen nineteen sum- 
mers, sir.” 

Registrar — “How long have you been blind?” 


UNCLAIMED. 

At the wedding anniversary of a railway mag- 
nate, one of the guests, noticing a somewhat 




10 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


lonely-looking and shabbily-attired man in one 
corner of the parlor, went over and sat down 
near him. 

“I was introduced to you,” he said, “but I did 
not catch your name.” 

“My name,” replied the other, “is Swaddle- 
ford.” 

“Oh, then, you are a relative of our host?” 

“Yes,” rejoined the • “poor relation” with a 
^in, “I am his cousin, five hundred thousand 
dollars removed.” 


HAPPINESS— A RECIPE. 

To make it: Take a hall, dim-lit; 

A pair of stairs where two may sit; 

Of music soft, a bar or so; 

Two spoons of — just two spoons, you know; 
Of little love pats, one or two, 

Or one squeezed hand instead will do; 

A waist — the size to be embraced; 

And two ripe lips, rose-red, to taste; 

And if the lips are soft and sweet, 

You’ll find your happiness complete. 


THE FRIEND THAT I LOST. 

I started life as I thought I should 
On the sea of friendship tossed, 

And^ » ^t ae a freind wherever I could. 

But oh! for the friend that I lost. 

The years that have gone were filled with jest. 
And our pathway has met and crossed, 
of all the traits that I liked the best, 

-ikfc the friend that I lost. 

I toiled through all ttie summer days. 

To autumn’s killing frost. 

And I find that I need in a thousand ways. 
The help of the friend that I lost. 

Memory clings to the might-have-been. 

And my hope will never exhaust. 

That I’ll learn to live and strive to win. 

The love of the friend that I lost. 

I’ve counted the days in p!easure clad. 

And noted their infinite cost. 

But I’d give them all for the chance that I had 
To keep the friend that I lost. 

— Exchange. 
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